FIRST INFIDELITIES

with their caressing glance were most deceptive: they hid the
soul of a man who was an egoist and a potential libertine, and
Satan was only awaiting the advent of a woman for his pas-
sions to burst the restraints set by his shyness and his obedi-
ence to the Church.

Perhaps those disagreeable old gentlemen who lived as her-
mits in the deserts of Egypt at the dawn of Christianity were
right when they said that woman was the cause of all evil.
Louis met few attractive women in the Queen's circle, but he
found them in plenty in the suite of rooms on the ground
floor owned by the comtesse de Toulouse, a suite which com-
municated with his own by an interior staircase.

'Nothing definitely wrong in there,' whispered Lord Satan
into Louis' ear as he was pacing his library with his hands in
his pockets, yawning and occasionally tickling his cat with
the tip of a blue brocade shoe. eWhy! Madame de Toulouse
holds a little salon which used to be a refuge against the brutal
gallantry of the Rigence^ and even now the manners and Bon
ton of your great-grandfather's Court still survive there/

'Yes,' said Louis faintly, 'but she is wedded to a bastard of
my great-grandfather's by Madame de Montespan/

'Really, mon cher Lotus,' whispered the other, in a confi-
dential tone, 'you are very out of date; why, you talk like one
of those pious old ladies that haunt provincial churches.
Look, it says in Scripture that it is not good for man to live
alone: go and enjoy the legitimate Platonic pleasures of respec-
table female society: you know you are too frightened of Hell
to come to any fault.'

And with that Lucifer went up the chimney with a loud
crackle which filled the room with smoke and frightened the
cat off his silken cushion. 'The chimneys always smoke here,'
said Louis with another yawn.

Just then was announced a certain young gentleman, a son
of the fellow who had just gone up the chimney, but officially
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